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of his older and his younger scholar. Many were the little
baskets, carved out of peach-pits, cut with his knife dur-
ing our lessons, which he gave me; they were pretty little
toys. After a while he was so well satisfied with my
progress that he wanted to exhibit me to a party of gentle-
men. I was frightened at the idea. But there was no
danger; your Grandfather said No very decidedly.
We had a negro man as waiter at that time; his name
was Charles, and his birth-place was Communipaw! He
spoke negro Dutch better than English. At that time
Dutch was not infrequently heard in the streets of New
York among the negroes and work people. Charles was
very fond of the baby, whom he began very early to call
"Massa Paul." Your father's nurse was a New England
girl, an admirable person in many ways; on one occasion
Mrs. Shubrick, who had been staying with us, offered
her a parting gift of money, as usual—Abby drew back,
indignant; "Mrs. Cooper paid her wages," she said; that
was sufficient. Her wages were six dollars a month. Your
Grandmother wished to take her to Europe, but Abby
could not be persuaded to leave Yankeeland.
As a preparation for Europe we were all studying
French, old and young, great and small. My three little
sisters went to a French day-school, during the winter,
where nothing but French was spoken, as the pupils were
all from French families.
In the summer we moved into the country, to a,farm-
house at Bay-Side, near Flushing. We had an English
Governess at that time, Miss Mellish, an excellent,
warm-hearted lady, who kept up our English studies
successfully.
With the cool weather we returned to Greenwich
Street. Your Grandfather was writing Lionel Lincoln at

